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was a very \\retched house adjoining this gate, an old house,
probably built during the Wars of the Roses, for its stune but-
tresses and lintels still carried deeply cut Gothic foliations, and
its crumbling walls were thick as those of a castle. But its rafters
were rotting, its thatch dilapidated and full of holes, its broken
panes stuffed with rags, and so many bricks were missing from
the top of its chimney that one interior side, covered with black
soot, was open to the air.
Out of the interior of this house there emerged at equal inter-
vals a low moaning sound, a sound that had something in it that
was peculiarly disconcerting.
"Hear that?" said Barter in a flat, toneless voice.
"Is anything wrong?".said John.
"Oh, no ... all is in order," said Dave Spear. "I heard this
noise the other night, Mr. Barter, when I was calling on the
people round here. All is quite regular. No one is being tortured.
Oh no! nothing is wrong. It's only an old woman who can't
afford any comfort, dying of cancer. I can even tell you, gentle-
men, her name. Her name is Tittie Petherton. She is not entirely
unhappy, in spite of that sound; for her only fear is to die in
the hospital. She'd be in the hospital now if the Vicar didn*t pay
someone to look after her. I've been in there. I've seen her. And
though she can't help making that noise her mind is reasonably
satisfied. She has no fear of death. All she fears is the hospital.
Our good cousin Philip would have sent her there, too, if the
Vicar hadn't come to her rescue. Oh, no, gentlemen, all is quite
in order."
"Aren't you making rather too much of one sad case, Spear?"
said Barter.
Dave Spear gripped the gate with both his hands and began
to shake it. This proceeding arrested the full attention of John
who was one who always took note of such manifestations of
sudden feeling.
"Besides, my good Sir," Barter went on, "your Communistic
State wouldn't prevent people from getting cancer."
A curious thing occurred then; ... or at least to the insa-
tiable nervous attention of John it was curious ... for it was
as if this short, broad-shouldered, sturdy, little man, without any